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BY         JULIAN          HAWTHORNE 


MAKING  THE  WORLD  TURN  ROUND 

Among  many  ways  of  getting  rich,  there  is  one 
right  way, — to  Make  the  WTorld  Turn  Round. 

Solomon,  Columbus,  Rhodes  and  Company  (of 
whom  you  heard  something  in  my  former  lecture)  in 
vented  that  one  right  way  of  getting  rich. 

Would  you  be  rich? 

Then,  join  the  Firm. 

To  make  the  World  turn  round,  energy  and  in 
telligence  are  necessary. 

But  there  is  one  quality  that  is  indispensable. 
Let  me  borrow  a  phrase  from  our  British  cousins : — 

"It's  dogged  as  does  it !" 
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For,  oddly,  most  folks  don't  like  to  have  the 
world  turned  round. 

According  to  them,  it  is  flat  and  safe  the  way  it 
is;  whereas,  were  it  to  be  turned,  the  furniture  would 
land  on  the  ceiling  and  the  inhabitants  would  drop  off 
into  space. 

Consequently  they  oppose  all  efforts  to  budge  it, 
tooth  and  nail. 

And  unless  you  are  dogged,  you  presently  shrug 
your  shoulders  and  quit. 

Whereupon,  all  hands  drop  off  to  sleep  again. 

— Except  the  rats  and  mice,  who  work  overtime 
(in  cooperation  with  dry-rot)  to  make  things  poorer, 
duller  and  deader  even  than  they  were  at  first. 

But  if  you  are  one  of  the  right  sort,  who  don't 
know  when  you're  licked,  and  who  put  more  shove  into 
your  job  the  harder  and  longer  it  is, — then  you  don't 
quit, — no,  you'll  die  first! 

By  and  by — Hark  ! — a  creak  of  the  axletrees — 
the  World  is  turning ! 

Now  the  light  sleepers  awake — catch  the  conta 
gion — "All  together  now  !" — clouds  of  dust — great 
scampering  back  to  holes  of  rodents — much  sneezing 
and  bewilderment  among  interrupted  snorers — 

Hurrah ! — round  she  swings,  light  and  easy  as  a 
windmill  in  a  nor'easter ! 

Just  look  at  her!     Isn't  she  a  beauty? 

Day  has  dawned!  Everything  is  booming!  You 
have  set  the  date  for  the  new  age ! 

Now  your  name  heads  the  List,  your  portrait  is 
on  the  line  at  the  Show,  your  bust  dominates  the 


Capitol,  you  are  a  Great  Man — a  Benefactor  of  your 


race ! 

That's  the  way  of  the  World — to  toss  up  its  greasy 
nightcap  for  the  fellow  who  wins,  but  never  to  help 
him  win — to  down  him  if  possible,  rather. 

Like  the  jinn  in  the  Arabian  Tale,  the  World 
will  make  a  slave  of  you,  unless  you  make  the  World 
your  slave. 

But  mark ! — when  the  World  makes  you  its  slave, 
it  destroys  you :  when  it  becomes  your  slave,  you  make 
its  fortune! 

BE  USEFUL— OR   PERISH! 

I  call  your  attention  to  a  fact  of  signal  importance 
to  yourself. — 

Our  civilization  is  getting  a  Big  Boy  now. 

You  have  two  alternatives  in  relation  to  it. 

Either  you  must  join  the  Firm  of  Solomon, 
Columbus,  Rhodes  and  Company,  or — 

You  must  get  off  the  earth. 

You  may  qualify  to  sit  at  the  Directors'  Table, 
or  your  proper  function  may  be  to  drive  a  delivery- 
wagon. 

But,  at  top  or  at  bottom,  get  into  the  place  that 
best  fits  you,  and  take  right  hold  there  for  all  you 
are  worth. 

There  is  an  infallible  test  to  know  what  place 
fits  you. 

It  is  the  place  where  you  can  be  most  useful, 
and  therefore  most  successful,  and  happiest. 

The  Law  is — Be  Useful,  or  Perish ! 


You  are  under  no  obligations  to  be  a  world- 
genius. 

You  are  under  obligations  to  earn  your  keep. 

This  world  is  like  a  man's  body,  every  atom  ancl 
cell  of  which  means  something  and  has  its  proper  and 
unique  function. 

— Or,  to  be  quite  accurate,  that  is  what  the  world 
was  meant  to  be,  and  will  be  if  it  remain  a  world  at 
all.  But,  till  lately,  it  has  been  diseased  more  or 
less — rather  more  than  less — because  its  atoms  and 
cells  (you  and  I)  shirked  our  jobs,  or  tried  jobs 
unsuited  to  us,  or  didn't  know  which  our  right  jobs 
were. 

But  the  world  is  getting  its  health,  and  unless 
we  get  on  our  right  jobs,  we  shall  get  left. 

In  the  great  Firm,  each  one  of  us  will  be  king 
of  his  own  job. 

But  the  job  of  some  of  us  will  be  just  that  one 
little  joblet. 

And  the  job  of  another  will  be  to  direct  all  the 
other  jobs. 

For  the  Firm — which  is  Industrial  Civilization — 
which  is  the  world — including  these  United  States — 
The  Firm,  I  say,  is  a  monarchy. 

— "The  United  States  a  monarchy?" — says  the 
gentleman  with  the  long  upper  lip — "I  beg  to  chal 
lenge  that  statement!" 

— The  gentleman  makes  the  common  error  of 
imagining  that  because  the  United  States  is  officially 
termed  a  republic  or  democracy,  it  is  one. 

Let  us  have  a  look  at  that  notion. 


BRAINS  VS.  TOENAILS 

The  human  body  is  composed  of  atoms,  cells, 
glands,  tissues,  limbs,  trunk,  head. 

It  includes  coarser  and  finer  substances,  lower 
and  higher  functions,  all  in  orderly  series  subordinate 
one  to  another. 

Of  all  substances  and  functions,  one,  the  finest 
and  highest,  is  King. 

That  King  is  Brain. 

But  the  tenure  on  which  he  holds  his  throne  is 
not  that  he  is  a  despot,  but  that  he  alone  is  qualified 
to  be  the  servant  of  all. 

Now  then: — what  brain  is  to  body,  is  the  Firm 
to  the  world. 

How  came  the  Firm  to  hold  this  position? 

— Not  by  means  of  the  ingenious  machinery 
specified  in  the  Constitution. 

It  was  much  simpler  than  that. 

The  Firm  is  King  by  Manifest  Destiny. 

It  had  to  be  King — it  couldn't  help  it! 

In  the  human  body,  toenails  are  good  things  in 
their  way  and  place,  but  you  could  never  make  brains 
of  them. 

Brain  stuff  only  will  make  brains. 

In  the  body  corporate,  drain-diggers  are  good 
citizens  in  their  degree,  but  are  not  qualified  to  lead 
the  nation. 

For  leadership,  the  brain  stuff  of  the  body  cor 
porate  is  required. 


This  brain  stuff — power  of  leadership — is  incar 
nated  in  the  great  Firm's  representatives — Captains  of 
invention,  industry,  commerce,  finance — in  the  Edisons, 
Hills,  Goulds,  Carnegies,  Morgans. 

They  are  leaders — kings — of  civilization,  and  in 
cidentally  of  the  United  States. 

They  did  not  usurp  the  throne  either. 

They  occupy  it  inevitably,  because  they  embody, 
in  the  highest  degree,  that  quality  in  each  one  of  us 
that  renders  each  most  useful  to  the  community. 

Change  of  political  parties,  theories  of  politics, 
even  long-lipped  gentlemen,  are  impotent  to  unseat 
them. 

The  long-lipped  gentleman  himself  knows  it,  but 
doesn't  like  to  admit  it. 

Yet  why  should  he  complain  ? — since  he  might 
take  the  reins  himself,  if  he  had  a  mind  to ! 

(I  use  that  phrase,  for  once,  in  its  literal  sense!) 

By  a  political  fiction,  President  and  Congress 
govern  this  country. 

But  we  know  in  our  hearts  that  Solomon,  Colum 
bus,  Rhodes  and  Company  govern  it. 

This  country — all  civilized  countries — are  business 
corporations. 

Politics  cannot  rule  business. 

Their  pretence  of  doing  so  generates  muddle  and 
humbug. 

Quit  pretending  and  get  down  to  work. 

Join  the  Firm. 


PARALYTICS    AND    ATHLETES 

It  is  like  this : — Unless  you  join  the  Firm  you 
can't  be  rich. 

Unless  you  are  rich,  you  are  a  disease — and  we 
know  what  happens  to  diseases  in  this  era  of  physio 
logical  research  ! 

A  paralytic  can't  keep  himself  decent — doesn't 
know  when  he  needs  cleaning  up. 

A  trained  athlete — skin  like  satin — nerves  and 
functions  in  order — knows  in  an  instant  if  anything 
be  wrong  with  himself,  and  the  next  instant  he  sets 
it  right. 

The  Old  "World — uneducated,  bigoted,  split  into 
groups  mutually  hostile — how  different  from  'the 
Modern  World  with  its  quick  transport  and  universal 
intercommunication  ! 

Is  it  not  like  the  difference  between  the  paralytic 
and  the  athlete ! 

The  Old  World  was  pestered  with  parasites  and 
couldn't  get  rid  of  them. 

The  Xew  World  detects  parasites  at  once,  and 
gets  after  them. 

If  you  are  a  parasite,  look  out ! 

Be  healthy — that  is,  be  rich. 

What  are  riches? 

Riches  are  power  and  ability  to  be  useful. 

You  may  be  rich  with  a  hundred  million  dollars. 

Or  you  may  be  poor  with  them. 

Rich,  if  you  know  how  to  use  them;  poor  if  you 
don't. 


You  may  be  rich,  or  poor,  with  ten  dollars. 

Rich,  if  you  are  a  Harriman,  who  changes  them 
into  millions,  and  in  so  doing  benefits  the  community 
99%  of  the  amount. 

Poor,  if  you  sit  down  and  envy  Harriman. 

If  you  were  told  that,  in  order  to  have  a  hundred 
millions,  you  must  first  do  a  hundred  million  dollars' 
worth  of  work — would  you  envy  the  multi-million 
aires? 

Poverty  is  impotence  to  make  good — to  get  out 
and  hustle, — whether  with  much  or  little  money  to 
start  with. 

Is  poverty,  in  the  sense  of  having  but  little 
money,  a  crime? 

No  more  than  toenails  are. 

Listen ! 

PINT  MUGS  AND  OCEANS 

Suppose  you  were,  in  Oriental  language,  a  vessel 
of  clay  moulded  by  the  Potter, — or  if  you  prefer 
United  States  lingo,  say,  a  pint  mug. 

For  pint-mug  purposes,  you  are  useful  and 
respectable.  During  a  long  lifetime  you  may  hold 
your  pint  of  liquor  with  happiness  and  contentment. 

But  what  if  somebody  came  along  and  poured  a 
gallon  of  liquor  into  and  over  you? 

Would  you  then  be  happy  or  respectable? 

All  mug-dom  would  arise  and  call  you  ridiculous. 

Or  let  us  imagine  that  you  are  a  hog. 


There  are  millions  of  hogs  in  the  world,  and 
millions  of  money  in  them  if  they  are  handled  right. 

But  all  of  a  sudden,  some  one  presents  you  with 
a  gold  goblet  set  with  jewels  to  eat  your  dinner  out  of. 

Would  not  all  hog-dom  agree  that  an  honest 
trough  that  you  could  get  your  snout  into  would  be 
infinitely  more  suited  to  a  hog's  needs? 

Observe  yonder  simple  and  innocent  husbandman. 

He  can  cultivate  a  ten-acre  lot  and  make  it  pay. 

Were  he  abruptly  endowed  with  the  British 
Empire,  would  he  be  better  off? 

Tomorrow  you  shall  find  that  husbandman  in 
Bedlam,  in  the  row  labelled  "Hopeless." 

We  have  a  saying,  A  champagne  thirst  goes  ill 
with  a  beer  pocket-book. 

It  does   go  ill  with  it. 

But  there  is  a  situation  more  deplorable  than  that. 

A  beer  thirst  with  a  champagne  pocket-book. 

There  is  a  natural  law  that  prevents  a  man's 
eating  more  than  he  can  hold. 

Would  there  were  some  sort  of  law  to  prevent  his 
having  more  money  than  he  knows  how  to  use ! 

Remember  Coal-Oil  Johnny ! 

I  believe  he  is  now  a  happy  and  harmless  citizen. 

But  while  his  money  lasted,  he  smelled  to 
Heaven ! 

Means  that  will  no  more  than  provide  a  living 
are  all  right  for  those  who  can't  make  use  of  more 
than  that. 


Though  the  majority  of  people  may  be  in  that 
class  now  they  may  learn  better. 

But  the  ingrowing  mendicant  is  an  everlasting 
nuisance. 

Science  may  some  time  make  an  invention  en 
abling  us  to  make  beefsteak,  houses  and  suits  of 
clothes — the  necessities  and  comforts  of  life — by 
simply  creating  special  vibrations  of  electrons. 

Undeserved  want  would  then  cease,  culture  would 
spread,  crime  (may  be)  would  be  no  more,  and  the 
Bear,  the  Bull  and  the  Lamb  would  commune  in 
peace. 

But   the   mendicant  would   remain, — until   science 

discovered  an  electron-vibration  that  would  eliminate 

• 

him. 

But  what  about  Oceans? 

THE   GREAT  ADVENTURE 

The  point  is  here : — 

You  are  under  obligation  to  be  rich — but  only 
to  the  extent  of  your  capacity  to  use  riches,  whether 
that  capacity  be  of  the  pint-mug  or  of  the  Pacific 
Ocean  sort. 

And  note  this  difference  between  the  pint  mug, 
and  a  man. 

The  mug  can't — and  the  man  can — grow' 

What  makes  a  man  grow? 

Education. 

There  are  all  kinds  of  education— the  schools  of 


Adversity,  of  Harvard  and  Yale,  and  Hindu  Yogi, 
for  example. 

One  kind,  though,  is  ahead  of  all  others — the 
kind  you  get  during  the  process  of  making  a  fortune. 

Heirs  of  millions  and  professional  mendicants 
don't,  as  a  rule,  get  education. 

But  the  man  who  comes  up  from  the  ranks — he. 
does !  .-  ""; 

He  may  not  know  Greek  and  Latin — might  be 
better  if  he  did — but,  as  he  has  at  his  disposal  one 
lifetime  only,  and  must  make  the  choice,  let  him  use 
his  brains  to  make  the  world  turn  round,  rather  than 
as  a  five-foot  bookshelf  to  contain  a  row  of  Dead 
Languages. 

Who  is  the  best  educated  man? 

Not  he  who  crams  most  into  his  memory;  but  he 
who  gets  most  out  of  his  abilities. 

And  abilities  are  like  muscles — the  more  you  train 
them,  the  better  their  work. 

The  list  of  pupils  who  graduated  in  the  Making-a- 
Fortune  School  is  long. 

The  greatest  American  electrical-invention  genius 
began  by  selling  newspapers  on  a  railroad  train. 

The  greatest  dry-goods  man  in  this  Neck  of  the 
Woods  began  by  selling  shoestrings  on  the  street- 
corner. 

The  greatest  railroad  man  in  the  world  used  to 
run  errands  on  Wall  Street. 

The  greatest  steel  man  in  the  world — but  every 
body  knows  the  beginnings  of  Andrew  Carnegie. 

And  also  the  richest  man  in  the  world  began,  as 


a  boy,  by  hiring  another  boy  to  do  for  50  cents  the 
job  which  he  himself  was  paid  $1.00  for. 

And  so  on. 

In  a  word,  the  pint  mug,  if  it  be  human  and  not 
pewter,  may  grow  to  be  a  Pacific  Ocean. 

So,  get  busy,  little  pint  pot !  There  may  be  in 
you  the  making  of  a  gallon  demijohn  at  least. 

Don't,  at  any  rate,  lie  down  and  look  at  life  as  a 
steam-roller  bound  to  crush  you  flat. 

Stand  erect,  and  look  at  it  as  what  it  is — the 
greatest  of  Adventures. 

No  man  knows  the  end  of  that  adventure  till  he 
gets  to  the  end  of  it. 

Because  it  begins  in  a  pig-pen  is  no  reason  why  it 
shouldn't  end  in  a  palace. 

Don't  bother  about  education ;  life — if  you  live 
it — is  education. 

Then,  some  day,  folks  in  quest  of  education  will 
give  Universities  the  go-by,  and  come  for  it  to  you ! 

What  are  the  Hundred  Best  Books? 

The  books  that  tell  the  true  life-stories  of  the 
Hundred  Best  Men. 

But  if  you  can't  find  the  books,  join  the  Firm — 
and  you  may  become  the  subject  of  the  One  Hundred 
and  First  Volume. 

ANSWER  TO  MR.  PECKSNIFF 

"Were  not  these  great  Adventurers  (as  you  term 
them)" — inquires  Mr.  Pecksniff,  rising  in  his  place — 
"often  guilty  of  deplorable  crimes?" 


— Why,  yes,  Mr.  Pecksniff;  among  the  lot  of 
them,  they  have  probably  committed  every  crime  in 
the  calendar. 

I  read  in  an  up-to-date  Magazine,  the  other  day, 
a  harrowing  tale  about  the  wickedness  of  old  Commo 
dore  Cornelius. 

The  Commodore's  wickedness  was  incidental  to 
his  work  on  the  railroad  problem. 

He  is  dead,  and  has,  no  doubt,  taken  his  medicine. 

But  the  railroads  are  still  alive  and  running. 

And  for  every  cent  the  Commodore  robbed  us  of 
in  making  them,  we  have  got  back  a  thousand  dollars 
in  the  prosperity  they  have  created. 

I  will  tell  you  something  you  already  know. 

Science  says  the  human  body  is  a  laboratory  of 
poisons. 

Religion  says  that  every  human  soul  is  a  labora 
tory  of  sins. 

Why  don't  we  die  of  the  poisons? — and  why 
aren't  we  damned  for  the  sins? 

That  same  laboratory  that  bre\vs  the  poisons, 
provides  their  antidotes.  Given  a  sound  constitution 
and  prudent  habits,  and  you  never  hear  of  them. 

Sins — poisons  of  the  soul — are  in  a  like  category. 

Some  natures  are  so  equable,  they  are  never 
tempted  to  crime. 

Some  are  so  pusillanimous,  that  they  let  "I  dare 
not !"  wait  upon  "I  would !" 

And  some  are  kept  so  carefully  in  escrow,  that 
they  wouldn't  know  a  crime  if  they  saw  one. 


But  the  souls  of  the  great  Adventurers  are  not 
so  tempered,  not  so  shielded,  and  least  of  all  are  they 
so  timid. 

Their  every  faculty  and  resource  is  lavished  on 
their  object;  for  it,  they  brave  every  peril. 

But  also  spring  into  manifestation  in  them  every 
liability  to  evil,  every  temptation  to  it,  and  every 
opportunity  for  it. 

Will  any  member  of  this  audience  who  believes 
he  could  attain  the  greatness  of  Napoleon,  while  re 
taining  the  sinlessness  of  young  Mr.  Dishwater  the 
curate,  kindly  stand  up  and  suffer  us  to  contemplate 
him. 

No  one  rises? — 

Mr.  Dishwater  was  perhaps  detained  from  the 
lecture  by  a  previous  engagement.  Persons  of  his 
sort  would  naturally  be  much  in  demand. 

Or  perhaps  he  isn't  born  yet,  nor  will  be  till  the 
Millennium. 

No.  Many  are  the  sins  of  the  great  Adventurers ; 
and  seldom  are  they  forgotten  or  forgiven  by  their  own 
generation. 

But  by  posterity  those  sins  are  remembered  dimly, 
if  at  all;  because  posterity  is  kept  too  busy  profiting 
by  the  enormous  benefits  received  from  their  achieve 
ments. 

One  word  more  on  this  head: — 

ARTIFICIAL  CRIMES 

You  same  people  who  so  virtuously  and  volubly 
deplore  the  crimes  of  Solomon,  Columbus,  Rhodes, 


and  Company,  are  yourselves  the  occasion  and  provo 
cation  of  most  of  them. 

By  antiquated  laws,  which  you  passed,  or  per 
mitted  to  remain  on  the  statute-books  after  their  need 
had  passed : — 

By  your  Miss-Nancy  morality : — 

By  your  picayune  politics : — 

And  by  your  innate  and  inane  obstructiveness  to 
change,  movement  and  creativeness : — 

By  these  offences  you  have  yourselves  created 
something — which  we  were  better  without: — 

You  have  created  artificial  crimes. 

You  have,  in  other  words,  established  and  main 
tained  conditions  under  which,  without  breaking  one 
or  other  of  your  lawrs,  nothing  worth  doing  can  be 
done. 

Consequently,  every  doer  becomes  a  law-breaker. 

He  may  break  other  laws  beside  yours,  but  he  is 
bound  to  break  your  laws  any  way. 

And  the  odium  he  thereby  incurs,  often  drives 
him — he  being  as  human  as  any  of  us,  and  much  more 
human  than  most  of  us — into  becoming  really  naughty ! 

''I  might  as  well,"  he  argues,  "be  hanged  for  a 
sheep  as  a  lamb !" 

Well,  you  may  certainly  hang  him — today. 

But  I  like  to  believe  that,  in  the  long  last,  each 
one  of  us  will  find  himself  hanging  for  his  own  sheep 
or  lambs  exclusively — and  for  no  one  else's. 

And  when  that  time  comes,  we  may  see  many 
wicked  Adventurers  walking  about  neck-free;  while 


their  former  executioners  may  themselves  be  dangling 
from  the  lamp-posts. 

MAGNETS   AND    QUICKSILVER 

Let  us  turn  from  this  disquieting  picture,  and 
look  for  a  moment  at  a  couple  of  simple  scientific 
experiments. 

I  exhibit  to  the  audience  a  horseshoe  magnet, 
such  as  we  used  to  play  with  when  we  were  children. 

This  pasteboard  cigarette-box  holds  iron  filings. 

You  can  see  nothing  about  the  magnet,  except 
just  magnet. 

Yet  something  continually  emanates  from  it, — 
invisible,  but  capable  of  useful  work. 

We  call  it  magnetic  force. 

This  force  has  a  peculiar,  symmetrical  shape. 

How  do  I  know  that? 

Why,  by  taking  a  cast  of  it  in  matter  that  is 
visible. 

This  matter  shall  be  the  iron  filings. 

The  iron  filings  lie  unsuspecting,  lifeless  and 
useless  in  their  box. 

I  approach  the  magnet  to  them. 

Instantly — see  ! — they  are  endowed  with  life. 

They  fly  at  the  magnet  like  chickens  in  the  farm 
yard,  when  the  cook  comes  out  with  a  meal-pan  and 
calls,— "Chick-chick !" 

The  magnetic  force  represents  the  cook  with  the 
meal-pan. 

The  first  filings  catch  on  to  the  surface  of  the 
magnet,  some  at  one  end,  some  at  the  other — the  posi- 


tive  and  negative  poles  (as  our  parents  used  to  tell 
us,  not  knowing  much  better  than  we  did  what  that 
meant). 

Later  comers  must  be  content  to  tail-on  to  the 
first,  as  you  see. 

You  have  seen — to  use  another  barn-yard  simile 
— bees  swarming? 

Except  for  not  buzzing,  the  shavings  act  that  way. 

They  hang  in  clusters,  which  are  fairly  symmet 
rical  and  follow  fixed  lines — the  lines  of  the  invisible 
magnetic  force. 

We  have  cast  that  invisible  force  in  visible  iron 
filings, — so,  though  the  force  is  still  invisible,  we  now 
know  its  shape. 

The  magnet  has  filled  the  filings  with  (so  to 
speak)  its  own  life,  will  and  purpose;  and  from  a 
disorganized,  lifeless  mass,  all  in  one  another's  way, 
they  have  become  active  and  orderly. 

Now  for  the  moral : — 

What  the  magnet  had  done  to  the  iron  filings, 
that  do  Solomon,  Columbus,  Rhodes  and  Company  to 
the  myriad  workers  they  employ. 

The   quicksilver   experiment  next. 

THE  TRUST 

I  have  here  a  quicksilver  thermometer — rather  a 
large  one — which  I  will  sacrifice  for  the  sake  of  the 
experiment. 


I  break  the  bulb  containing  the  quicksilver,  which 
I  pour  into  the  now  empty  cigarette-box. 

As  it  hits  the  bottom  of  the  box,  it  splatters  into 
dozens  of  little  globules,  very  shiny  and  pretty. 

Now  I  rock  the  box  this  way  and  that. 

Look ! — Every  time  one  globule  touches  another, 
the  two  become  one,  and  there  are  no  seams  either. 
The  two  become  one  globule  of  a  bulk  equal  to  both 
the  originals. 

As  I  go  on  tipping  the  box,  all  the  globules  simi 
larly  amalgamate,  till  here  is  one  big  globule,  the 
product  of  them  all. 

That  single  resultant  globule  can,  of  course,  do 
whatever  any  of  its  components  could  have  done. 

It  can  also  do  whatever  all  its  separate  components 
could  do. 

And  it  can  also  do  better,  bigger  and  more  eco 
nomical  work  than  they  could  do. 

In  short,  it  represents  the  maximum  of  efficiency 
of  that  amount  of  quicksilver. 

— A  stern  young  gentleman  in  the  front  row 
objects  that,  admitting  the  increased  efficiency,  the 
component  globules  have  paid  for  it  the  price  of  their 
own  independent  individualities. 

It  does  look  that  way.  They  have  surrendered 
what  my  stern  young  friend  calls  their  independent 
individualities. 

What  the  precise  value  of  the  thing  they  have 
surrendered  is,  I  will  discuss  presently;  but  the  thing 
they  have  gained — their  increased  efficiency — is  due 


to  the  fact  that  they  are  now  cooperative,  instead  of 
as  before  competitive. 

That  is,  each  can  do  all  it  did  before,  with  the 
advantage  added  that  it  is  now  helped  to  do  it — 
instead  of  impeded — by  all  the  rest. 

No: — one  thing  which  they  did  before  has  been 
rendered  impossible  by  the  surrender  of  their  inde 
pendent  individualities. 

They  can  no  longer  make  mistakes. 

I  find,  however,  that  the  audience  already  guesses 
the  moral  of  this  experiment. 

Yes, — it  typifies  the  formation  of  the  Trust. 

It  is  an  ancient  parable — men  standing  individu 
ally,  get  beaten ;  as  an  organized  and  self-conscious 
aggregate,  they  win. 

Human  reason,  based  on  experience,  forbids  us 
to  believe  that  the  Trust  has  not  come  to  stay. 

It  has  faults,  which  more  experience  and  reason 
will  cure. 

But  its  bottom  idea  is  invincible. 

Man — instead  of  men. 

Think  it  over. 

ABOUT  OWNING  YOUR  SOUL 

When  is  a  man  independent? 
When  his  soul  is  his  own. 
What  is  the  Trust? 

Organization  for  efficient  and  economical  work. 
Can  you  own  your  soul,  when  a  member  of  the 
Trust? 


That  depends  on  what  you  regard  as  being  your 
soul. 

If  your  soul  be  a  clear  conscience  and  right  con 
duct,  then  doing  your  share  of  efficient  and  economical 
work  will  put  no  collar  on  it. 

But  if  ownership  of  your  soul  means  going  about 
with  the  chip  of  selfish  insubordination  on  your  shoul 
der — then  the  Trust  may  tread  on  the  tail  of  your  coat. 

Orderly  and  intelligent  cooperation  in  efficient  and 
economical  work  can  never  compromise  your  owner 
ship  of  your  soul — on  the  contrary,  it  will  give  you  a 
soul  worth  owning. 

The  case,  however,  is  not  quite  so  simple  as  that. 

Pay-day — that  is  the  trouble ! 

Your  wages  are  your  means  of  life.  A  man  will 
go  far  to  save  his  life. 

What  controls  your  life  may  control  your  con 
science. 

The  Trust — your  pay-master — can  make  a  "man's 
man"  of  you — a  timorous  creature,  without  self-respect, 
ambition,  initiative,  manhood. 

Competition  ruined  the  weak  and  exalted  the 
strong. 

Cooperation  may  sap  manhood  and  foster  servility. 

But  the  defects  in  the  Trust,  being  against  its 
own  interests,  will  abate. 

A  wise  workman  needs  the  best  tools,  in  the  best 
condition. 


The  work  of  the  Trust  is  best  done  by  self- 
respecting  employees. 

Consequently  (when  its  wisdom  teeth  are  full- 
grown,)  the  Trust  will  promote  their  self-respect. 

Evils  are  a  transient  fungus  on  the  bark  of  the 
tree  of  good. 

But  the  tree  of  good  has  a  tap-root  clear  through 
to  China.. 

One  day,  membership  in  the  Trust  will  be  your 
surest  guarantee  of  personal  independence. 

— If  the  audience  has  sufficiently  examined  the 
Magnet,  the  Filings,  and  the  Mercury — kindly  return 
them  to  the  desk  and  hear  more  wisdom. 

ARROWS    AXD    IDEAS 

Without  shaft,  feathers,  string  and  bow — the 
arrow-head  is  no  good.  \ 

Backed  by  them  it  brings  down  its  quarry. 

Two  things  are  true: — 

The  individual  can  do  nothing. 

Everything  is  done  through  individuals. 

But  in  the  first  case,  the  individual  goes  it  alone. 

In  the  second,  he  is  backed  by  the  community. 

There  must  always  be  a  leader;  but — 

He  must  have  a  community  to  lead. 

What  is  a  leader? 

An  idea  incarnate. 

Since  men  became  self-conscious,  they  have  tended 
to  organize. 


And  the  stimulus  to  that  tendency  has  been — an 
idea. 

First  came  political  organization — savage,  family, 
tribe,  nation,  kingdom,  world-empire.  The  political 
Trust — for  protection  of  life  and  liberty. 

As  enlightenment  advances,  the  necessity  for  that 
Trust  diminishes. 

But  another  is  born  to  take  its  place — the  business 
Trust. 

The  business  Trust  aims  to  create  universal 
wealth. 

It  began  with  individual  enterprises — like  its 
predecessor. 

Gradually,  these  separate  activities  saw  the  benefit 
of  pooling  their  interests. 

In  two  hundred  years,  the  business  Trust  has 
ripened  more  than  did  the  political  Trust  in  five 
thousand. 

For  the  object  of  the  latter  was  to  protect  men's 
lives;  the  object  of  the  former  is  to  make  life  worth 
living. 

Several  attempts  have  been  made  to  include  the 
entire  world  in  a  political  Trust.  But,  from  Darius, 
son  of  Hystaspes,  down  to  Napoleon,  son  of  Nobody, 
—all  failed. 

The  business  Trust  will  finally  include  the  entire 
world. 

There  will  never  be  a  political  king  of  the  world. 

Will  there  ever  be  a  business  king  of  the  world? 

That  depends  on  whether  mankind  be  capable  of 
perfecting  civilization. 


Meanwhile — keep  your  eye  on  Solomon,  Columbus, 
Rhodes  and  Company. 

A  STRANGE  THING  HAPPENS 


A  while  ago,  I  told  you  something  that  you 
already  knew. 

I  will  now  supply  you  with  a  little  more  of  that 
rare  commodity. 

We  have  spoken  of  riches;  but  not  yet  of  mere 
money. 

To  be  rich — is  that  to  own  a  lot  of  money? 

That  (of  itself)  is  just  what  being  rich  is  not. 

Nothing  could  (of  itself)  be  more  useless  than 
mere  dollars  and  cents. 

Money  (in  itself)  is  gold,  silver,  nickel  and  copper 
coins,  and  paper  that  stands  for  them. 

We  all  got  together,  once  upon  a  time,  and  in 
vented  it — gave  it  an  artificial  value.  We  invented  it 
for  convenience'  sake. 

We  bestowed  upon  our  invention  a  Dress-suit 
name:  we  called  it  the  Universal  Medium  of  Ex 
change. 

But  Dress-suit  titles  cannot  transform  its  artificial 
into  real  value. 

Call  it  what  we  please,  we  can't  eat  it,  drink  it, 
wear  it,  dwell  in  it,  or  breathe  it. 

No  beggar  so  poor  as  to  stoop  to  pick  up  (for  its 
own  sake)  all  the  gold  and  silver  in  the  world. 

It    is    just    an    arbitrary,    abstract    notion    in    our 


minds — that's  all;  not  an  atom  of  substantial  reality 
about  it. 

In  one  pan  of  the  scales  we  put  the  world — in  the 
other,  money. 

Then  we  declared  that  the  beam  swung  level. 

So  it  does — until  we  change  our  minds. 

But  now — as  sensational  novelists  say — a  strange 
thing  happened. 

All  but  one  man  in  ten  thousand,  seeing  that 
money  would  buy  the  world,  were  persuaded  that,  the 
more  money  they  could  get,  the  more  world  they  would 
enjoy. 

Do  you  detect  the  "joker"  in  that  persuasion? 

Suppose  no  money  existed.  Then  suppose  you 
were  offered,  free,  a  million  bushels  of  wheat,  ten 
thousand  head  of  cattle,  a  hundred  Wanamaker  and 
Macy  stores,  a  fleet  of  Atlantic  liners,  a  dozen  Hill 
and  Harriman  railway  systems,  six  hundred  Fifth 
Avenue  mansions  with  a  wife  and  children  in  each  of 
them, — would  you  take  them? 

Nay,  not  you !  Sooner  would  you  fly  to  a  desert 
isle  and  be  at  rest. 

And  yet,  were  money,  to  buy  all  that,  within  your 
reach,  you  would  grab  it  and  call  yourself  rich ! 

How  explain  this  anomaly? 

Thus : — No  way  on  earth  could  you  use  the  wheat, 
railways,  wives,  and  department  stores;  but  to  put  a 
billion  dollars  in  the  bank  is  as  easy  as  writing  your 
name. 

Yes:  But,  having  banked  your  billion,  what  good 
to  you  is  it? 


Why,  to  buy  wheat,  railroads,  department  stores, 
and  .  .  .  Well,  we  won't  insist  on  the  wives;  but 
you  catch  the  point. 

Your  mistake  was  in  fancying  that  money  could 
not  only  buy  endless  things,  but  create  a  corresponding 
inexhaustible  faculty  for  using  them. 

That  is  just  where  money  breaks  down — though 
it  buys  anything,  it  creates  nothing. 

To  create,  we  need  a  man  behind  th^, money.     / 

THE  FRANKENSTEIN  MONSTER 

All  but  one  in  ten  thousand  were  misled  by  the 
Nigger  in  that  Woodpile. 

But  he  deceived  none  of  the  eminent  Firm  so 
often  mentioned. 

They  know  that  money  in  the  pocket  won't  con 
jure  brains  into  the  head,  add  a  cubit  to  the  stature, 
or  double  the  appetite  for  ham-and-eggs. 

Their  personal  wants  are  soon  satisfied;  for  some 
of  the  biggest  of  them,  oatmeal  gruel  and  golf  are 
quite  enough. 

What  they  spend  their  money  for  is  tools  to  create 
wealth  with — iron  filings  to  receive  their  magnetic 
force — levers  to  make  the  world  turn  round. 

For  these  they  will  spend  millions  and  billions. 

And  the  result  has  been  that  the  world  today  is 
many  times  as  big,  as  small  and  as  wealthy  as  it  was 
yesterday. 

The  Plans  of  the  world-builders  need,  to  execute 
them,  all  the  men  in  the  world. 


To  pay  those  men  requires  nearly  all  the  money  in 
the  world. 

Obviously,    the    more    money    the    world-builders 
command,  the  better  for  the  world. 
-^  Cecil    Rhodes,    had    he    lived,    would    have    spent 
millions  sterling  a  year  on  Africa,  and  it  would  have 
come  back  a  hundred-fold. 

Andrew  Carnegie  employed  near  200,000  men  and 
did  a  gross  annual  business  of  half  a  billion  dollars. 

John  D.  Rockefeller,  successful  oil-merchant  and 
self-complacent  golfer, — well,  he  beats  Carnegie ;  but 
the  precise  figures  are  doubtful. 

In  all  such  cases,  there  was  the  man  with  the  idea 
first ;  then  organization ;  then  amalgamations  of  related 
organizations  (quicksilver  experiment). 

Whereupon,  round  turns  the  world;  or,  as  we  say, 
wealth  is  created. 

But  here  occurs  an  odd  phenomenon,  based  on 
that  delusion  that  money  is  wealth. 

— Bear  in  mind  that,  though  the  world-builders 
can't  for  the  life  of  them  help  accumulating  money  in 
this  process  of  creating  world-wealth,  yet  it  is  a  mere 
side-issue  with  them,  and  for  the  most  part  an  undesir 
able  one — witness  the  comical  struggles  they  make  to 
get  rid  of  the  surplus, — libraries,  college  endowments, 
bread-and-milk  lines, — any  old  device  to  keep  that 
terrible  Frankenstein-monster  of  a  money-surplus  from 
eating  them  up  alive  over  night. 

But,  by  a  naive  obliquity  of  vision,  the  attention 
of  the  public  is  fixed,  not  on  the  wealth  which  accrues 


to  themselves,  but  on  the  money-surplus  which  the 
world-builders  cant  for  the  life  of  them  fight  away 
fast  enough. 

Whence  arise  envy,  hatred,  malice,  and  all  un- 
charitableness. 

And  tremendous  circulations  of  popular  magazines. 

— Oh,  yes,  there  are  still  a  few  old-fogy  million 
aires — not  genuine  world-builders — to  whom  money 
appears  lovely  in  and  for  itself. 

To  Uncle  Russell  Sage,  for  instance,  a  dollar, 
coming  toward  him,  assumed  an  aspect  of  supernal 
beauty. 

But  there  is  always  a  natural  reaction  from  such 
illusions. 

And  to  good  Mrs.  Russell  Sage,  the  dollar  going 
away  from  her  appears  still  more  beautiful. 

When  the  novelty  of  big  personal  fortunes  wears 
away,  we  shall  all  of  us  get  our  wits  back. 

THE  MULBERRY   BUSH 

In  our  quicksilver  experiment,  there  was  no  diffi 
culty  in  getting  all  the  separate  globules  to  become  one. 

There  have  been  manifest  difficulties  in  applying 
the  principle  to  mankind. 

Hence  wars  and  rumors  of  wars,  economical  and 
other. 

And  it  is  plain  that  a  main  trouble  about  getting 
rid  of  that  money-surplus  has  been  due  to  the  incom 
plete  organization  of  industry. 


To  carry  out  their  ideas  they  organize  the  com 
munity. 

These  organizations  create  wealth. 

Every  member  of  the  community  must  help  to 
create — and  to  consume — wealth. 

Genuine  wealth  can  never  exceed  healthy  con 
sumption. 

—So    much    on    the   positive    side:    now    for    the 

negative : — 

Don't  mistake  money  for  wealth. 

Don't   imagine   that   money   can   make   you   more 

a  man. 

Don't    forget    that    accumulation    is    waste,    and 

creation  is  profit. 

Don't  fail  to  get  all  the  money  you  can  use,  and 
to  use  all  you  get;  but — 

Remember  that  getting  money  is  education;   and 

that — 

Such   education   enables   you   to   make   fuller   and 

larger  use  of  money. 

Finally— Remember  that  the  simpler  your  per 
sonal  life,  and  the  greater  your  creative  activity,  the 
better  off  and  the  happier  you  will  be. 

—The  audience  is  respectfully  excused. 
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